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upstream In silence. Finally Samson
apoks slowly and diffidently.

"Stranger," hs ventured, f hit
hain't aakln' too much, will ys 1st ma
ses ys paint ons ot them things V

"Gladly," was ths prompt rsply.
Tbsn ths boy added covertly:
"Don't say uothln' erbout hit tsr

none of these folks. They'd dsvll ma"
Ths dusk was falling now, and ths

hollows choking with murk.
"We're nigh boms now," said Sam-

son at ths end of some minutes' stlsnt
plodding. "Hit's right beyond thet
thar bend."

Then thsy rounded a point of Um-

ber and cams upon a small party of
men whoas attitudes even In ths dim-

ming light conveyed a subtls suggss-tlo- n

of portent
"Thet you, Samson T called an old

man's voles, which was still vary dssp
and powerful.

"Hello, Unc' 8psncsrl" rwpllsd ths
boy.

Then followed a silence unbroken
until ths muls reached ths group, rs-- v

oaring that besides ths boy aaothsr
man and a strange manhad Joined
their number.

"Evsntn. stranger," thsy greeted
him, gravely; then again they fall
silent and In thnlr slletics waa sW
dent constraint

"This hyar man's a furriner," an
nounced Samson, briefly. "Hs fell

"What air hit?" shs tensely demand-
ed. "What air hit, Samson? What
fer her ye fotched yer gun ter ths
field?"

The boy laughed. "Oh. hit ain't
nothln' pertle'ler,". hs reassured. "Hit
hain't nothln' fer a gal ter fret herself
erbout, only I kinder suspicions
strangers Jest now."

"Air the truce busted?" She put tha
question In a tenss. deep breathed
whisper, and ths boy replied casually,
almost Indifferently.

"No, Sally, hit halnt Jest ter say
busted, but 'pears Ilka hit's right
smart cracked. I reckon, though," hs
added In half-disgus- "nothln wont
come of hit,"

Somewhat reassured, shs bethought
herself again of her mission.

"This here forrinsr halnt got no
harm In him, Samson," shs pleaded.
"He "pears ter bs mors liks a gal than
a man. He's real puny. Ht's got
whits skin and a how of ribbon on
hts neck an' ho paints Fletchers.""

Ths boy's face had been hardening
with contempt as ths description ad-

vanced, but at ths last words a glow
came to his eyes, and hs demanded
almost breathlessly:

"Faints plctchers? How do ye know
that?"

"I seen 'em. He was palntln' one
when be fell off en the rock and busted
his arm. It's shore es beautiful es "
aha broke off, then added with a sud-do-

peal of laughter "es er ptctcber."
Tha young man slipped down from

the fence, and reached for the rifle.
The hoe he left where it stood.

"Ill git the nag." he announced
briefly, and swung off without further
parley toward the curling spiral of
smoke that marked a cabin a quarter
of a mile below. Ten minutes later

Her lips and eyes were sober as she
replied.

"I reckon thefs all right."
"And what's worse, I've got to be

more trouble. Did you sea anything
of a brown mule?"

She shook her bead.
"Hs must have wandered off. May

I ask to whom I am indebted for thts
first aid to the Injured?"

"I don't know what ye means.'
She had propped him against the

rocks and sat near by, looking Into his
face with almost disconcerting steadi-
ness; her solemn puplled eyes were
unblinking, unsmiling.

"Why, I mean who are yout" he
laughed.

"I hain't nobody much. I Jest lives
over yon."

"But," insisted the man, "surely jrou
have a name."

She nodded.
"Hit's Sally."
"Then, Miss Sally, I want to thank

you."
Once more she nodded, and. for the

first time, let her eyes drop, while she
sat nursing her knees. Finally she
glanced up and asked with plucked-u- p

courage:
"Stranger, what mout yors name

be?"
"Lescott George Lescott."
"How'd ye git hurt?"
He shook his head.
"I was painting up there." he said;

"and 1 guess I got too absorbed In the
work. I stepped baikward to look ot
the canvas and forgot where the edge
was. I stepped too far."

The man rose to his feet, but he tot-

tered and reeled against the wall of
ragged stone. The blow on his head
had left lilm faint and dizzy. He sat
down again.

"I'm afraid," he ruefully admitted,
"that I'm not quite ready for discharge
from your hospital."

"You Jest set where yer at." The
girl rose and pointed up the mountain-
side. "I ll light out across the hill and
fetch Samson an' his mule."

"Who and where is Samson?" he
Inquired. He realized that the bot-
tom of the valley would shortly thick-
en Into darkness, and that the way
cut, ungulded. would become Impos-
sible. "It sounds like the name of a
strong uiiin."

"I means Sanwon South," she en-
lightened, as though further descrip-
tion of one so celebrated would be re-
dundant. "He's over thar 'bout three-quarters.- "

"Three-quarte- of a mile?"
She nodded. What else could three-quarter- s

mean?
"How long 7.111 it take you?" he

asked.
She deliberated. "Samson's hoein'

corn in the fur hill field. Hell hev
ter cotch his mule. Hit mout tek a
half-hour.-

"You can't do it In a half-hour- , ran
you ?"

"I'll Jest take my foot In my hand,
an' light out." She turned, and with
a nod was gone.

At last she came to a point where
a clearing rose on the mountainside
aboe her. The forest blanket was
stripped off to make way for a fenced-i-

and crazlly tilting field of young

from the woods. She lifted her skirts
and splashed her feet In the shallow
creek water, wading persistently up
and down. Her shyness was forgotten.
The groan was a groan ot a human
creature In distress, and she must find
and succor the person from whom It
came.

Certain sounds are baffling as to di-

rection. A voice from overhead or
broken by echoing obstacles does not
readily betray its source. Finally she
stood up and listened once more In-

tentlyher attitude full of tense ear-
nestness,

"I'm shore a fool," she announced,
half aloud. "I'm shore a plumb fool."
Then she turned and disappeared In
the deep cleft between the gigantic
bowlder upon which she had been sit-
ting and another small only by com-
parison. There, ten feet down. In a
narrow alley littered with ragged
stones, lay the crumpled body of a
man. It lay with the left arm doubled
under it, and from a gash in the fore-
head trickled a thin stream of blood.
Also, it was the body of euch a man
as she had not seen before.

Although from the man came a low
groan mingled with his breathing, it
was not such a sound as comes from
fully conscious Hps, but rather that
of a brain dulled Into coma.

Freed from her fettering excess of
shyness by his condition, the girl
stopped surely from foothold to foot-
hold until she reached his side. She
stood for a moment with one hand on
the dripping walls of rock, looking
down while her hair fell about her
face. Then, dropping to her knees,
she shifted the doubled body into a
leaning posture, straightened the
limbs, and began exploring with eff-
icient fingers for broken bones.

She had found the left arm limp
above the wrist, and her fingers bad
diagnosed a broken bone. Hut uncon-
sciousness must have come from the
blow on the head, where a bruise was
already blackening, and a gash still
trickled blood.

She lifted her skirt and tore a long
strip of cotton from her single petti-
coat. Then she picked her hare footed
way swiftly to the creek bed, where
she drenched the cloth for bathing and
bandaging the wound. When she had
done what ehe could by way of first
aid she Bat supporting the man's
shoulders and shook her bead dubi-
ously.

Finally the man's lids fluttered and
his lips moved. Then be opened his
eyes.

"Hel'.o!" said the stranger, vaguely.
"I seem to have " He broke off, and
tils lips smiled. It was a friendly, un-

derstanding smile, and the girl, fight- -

President Wilson's Promotions of
Army Msn Will Havs Approval

of ths Votsrs.

President Wilson and Secretary Gar-
rison continue to carry out their excel-

lent policy of promoting army officers
of merit. Recently there were an-

nounced the sslectlons of Hrlg Oeus.
Frederick Funston. Hugh L. Scott and
Tasker 11. llllss for ths one existing
and ths two coming vacanclea among
tbs major generals; of General Scott
ss chief of staff, In succession to Oen-er- sl

Wotherspoon, rstlrsd, and of Cols.
Henry A. Greens, William A. Mann of
the Infsntry, and Col. Frederick 8.
Strong of ths coast artillery, to bs
brigadier generals. Thsss . ars all
worthy officer wboss Dines can hard-
ly b questioned. General Funaton has
not, of course, th stsndlng of a rsgu-!nrl- y

trained officer, bat his service at
Vera Cruz, with ths fsct that hs bss
rorved 11 years arceptsbly ss briga-
dier general snd hs for years been
the senior In rank tn thst grsds. makss
his advancement altogether JuitlfUbl.
The rniy !!. we believe, agree with
ui In asserting that It ha had onder
r.o ether provident so squars a deal In

he matter of the dittrlbulton of high
t.onor The Wilson custom haa beu"
to promote (hose colonels who ars rec-

ommended by a majority of ths exist,
ii generals, and It would be hard to

e a fslrer method For ons thit.g.
It wholly eliminate political pressor
!f General cott's rise to the position
of chief of staff h been rapid. It U

turned, for h has served Uwg with
troop and tn tb field, and has In ad
.!i!inn acquired rertsln lots about our

for Instance, which t d

b' ny other officer Heat of
a ! it th fet that lr(dent Wilson
ftbuolutrty refuses to c"untenncs ths.

M. motion of y officers a gsnsralt
who bve net iwrved acorptsbly )
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Sam Old BaldrdK
After pointing est bow "Kalsr Is

helping to bring back good time." tb
New York Tribune a): "Th ad
ainltratko did aot set s Provt
ienc'a advance agent Is the rswev-
rtrs. nor coo Id upsetting legisiatloa

retard It I odIt when thern la
a Republican admlnlrtrattoa la Wash
ttnon that natar perform its po-

litical duties property, and tb tsin
fall and un shine and buunttfsl
rrop ri;eo la obd ::; to partisan
bdilatlon -- Xw York World

Nest frsstdrnt'at Campaign.
?!ncs ths Republicans mad larger

rains and polled a larger total vots
than h was thought they would bs
t.ble to do. they ars naturally bln-i.tc-

to plan for a vtgrrou prest-Ontl-

campaign tn !!. tsrmocrats
t ut remember that.

Nsss) fr Harmon.
Ksvsr. perhaps, la ths history of

tbs party baa Re subtleas presidential
timber been so scares. As a coogrsas-wsn- ,

Carls Jos (an Don was abls to
'rows back," and. but for bis ad-
vanced ags. bs would mat a lively
candidate for president. When tb
Ums comes. hwcrr. tbs Republicans
will probably pat an a very retpsct-W- s

tlckst. list If ths rvmoersta son-U- na

ta harmony thsy should bs abls
to retain power ta Washington for
trany years a coma Harmon must
bs maUtains.
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CHAPTER I.

Close to the serried backbone of the
Cumberland ridge through a sky of
mountain clarity, the sun seemed hesi-

tating before Its descent to the hort-sh-

The sugar-loa- f cone that tow-

ered above a creek called Misery was
pointed and edged with emerald trac-
ery where the loftiest timber thrust
Bp its crest plumes Into the eun. On

hillsides It would be light forEe,
Than an hour yet, but below,

where the waters tossed themselves
long in a chorus of tiny cascades, the

light was already thickening into a
jathedral gloom. Down there the "fur-Mner- "

would have seen only the rough
(course of the creek between moss-welvete- d

and shaded bowlders of
titanic proportions. The native would
Toave recognized the country road In
tfiese tortuous twisting. A great block
cf sandstone, to whose summit a man
standing in his saddle could scarcely
roach his fingertips, towered above
the stream, with a gnarled scrub oak
clinging tenaciously to Its apex. Loft-
ily on both sides climbed the moun-

tains cloaked in laurel and timber.
Suddenly the leafage was thrust

asliie from above by a cautious hand,
uul a shy, half-wil- girl appeared In

the opening. For an Instant she halt-
ed, with her brown fingers holding
ttaok the brushwood, and raised her
face as though listening. As she

tiu-- with the toes of one bare foot
twisting in the gratefully cool moss

h laughed with the sheer exhilara-
tion of lite and youth, and started out
on the table top of the huge rock.
But there she halted suddenly with a
tartled exclamation and drew lnstinc

back. What she saw might wellEvely
astonished her, for it was a thing

Slito had never seen before and of
Which she had never heard, finally.
tfea?sured by the silence, she slipped
across the broad face of the flat rock
for a distance of twenty five feet and
paused again to listen.

At the far edge lay a pair of saddle-bap-s,

such as form the only practical
equipment for mountain travelers
Kear them lay a tin box, littered with

mull and unfamiliar-lookin- tubes of
oft metal, all grotesquely twisted and

stained, and beside the box was a
strangely shaped plaque of wood
smrnred with a dozen hues. That this
plaque was a painter's sketching pa-
lette was a thing which she could not
know, since the ways of artists had
to do with a world as remote from
tier own as the life of the moon or
stars. It as one of those vague mys-

teries that made up the wonderful life
of "down below." Why had these
things been left here in such confu-
sion? If there was a man about who
owned them he would doubtless return
to claim them. She crept over, eyes
and ears alert, and slipped around to
the front of the queer tripod, with all
her muscles poised in readiness for
flight.

A s and utterly aston-
ished cry broke from her lips. She
stared a moment, then dropped to the
moss-covere- d rock, leaning back on
tier brown hands and gazing Intently.

"Hit's purty!" she approved. In a
low, musical murmur. "Hit's plumb
flead beautiful!"

Of course it was not a finished pic
ture merely a study of what lay be
fore her but the hand that bad
placed these brush strokes on the
academy board was the sure, deft
hand of a master of landscape, who
had caught the splendid spirit of the
thing and fixed it immutably in true
and glowing appreciation. Who be
was; where he had gone; why bis
work stood there unfinished and aban
doned, were details which for the mo
ment this half-savag- child-woma- for
got to question. She was conscious
only of a Bense of revelation and awe.
Then she saw other boards, like the
one upon the easel, piled near the
yiaint box. These were dry, and rep-
resented the work of other days; but
they were all pictures of her own
mountains, and in each of them, as
in this one. was something that made
her heart leap.

To her own people these steep hill-

sides and "coves" and valleys were a
matter of course. In their stony soil
they labored by day, and In their shad-
ows slept when work was done. Yet
someone had discovered that they held
a picturesque and rugged beauty; that
they were cot merely steep fields
where the plow was useless and the
hoe must be used. She must tell Sam
son Samson, whom she held In an
artless exaltation of hero worship;
Samson, who was so "smart" that be
thought about things beyond her un-

derstanding: Samson, who could not
only read and write, but speculate on
problematical matters.

Suddenly she came to her feet with
swift-dartin- g impulse of alarm. Her

4-- r had caught a sound.' She cast
searching glances about her, but the
tangle was empty of humanity. The

ater still murmured over the rocks
undisturbed. There was no sign of
human presence, other than herself,
Fhst her eyes could discover and yet
to br'ears came the sound again, and
this time more distinctly. It was the
sound of a man's voice, and It was
moaning as if in pain. She rose and
searched vainly through the boshes of
the hillside wbers tbs rock ras oat

his bare feet swung against ths ribs
of a gray mule and his rifle lay bal-

anced across the unsaddled withers.
Sally sat mountain fashion behind
htm, facing straight to tbs aide.

So they came along the creek bed
and Into the sight of the man who
still sat propped against the mossy
rock. As Lescott looked up he closed
ths case of his watch and put It hack
Into his pocket with a smile.

"Snappy work, that: he called out
"Just thirty Hires minute. 1 dsdnt
believe it could be dona'

Samson's face was masklike, but
as he surveyed ths foreigner, only tha
Ingrained dictates of the country's
hospitable code kept out of his eyes
a gleam of scorn for this frail mem-
ber of a sex which should be stalwart.

"Howdy?" he said. Then he added
suspiciously: "What mout yer busi-
ness be In these part, strar.gnr?"

Iescott gavp the Odyssey of hi wan-derlng-

since he had rented a mule
at Hixon and ridden through the coun-
try, sketching where the mood prompt-
ed and sleeping wherever hs found a
hospitable roof at the coming of the
evening

"Ye come from over on Cripple-thin?- "

The boy flashed the question
with s sudden hardening of ths voles,
and, wben hs was affirmatively

his eyes contracted and bored
scarchlngly into the stranger's faca.

"Where'd ye put up last night T
"Red Pill Hollman house, at ths

mouth ot M feting House fork; do yoa
know the place?"

Samson's reply w curt
"I knows htt all right"
There was a moment's paus- -

rather an awkward pu lescott
mind began piecing together frag
menu of conversation be bad board,
until he had assembled a sort of men-
tal Jigsaw purxle.

The South Hollman feud had ba
mentioned by the mors uikatlv of
his informers, and carefully tabooed
by others notable among thm his
host of last night It now dawned oa
him that be was cmtng the boun-
dary and coming as th lats guest of
a Hollman to ask the hctpltaiity or a
South.

"I didn't know whose house It waa."
hs hastened to explain, "until I was
benighted and asked for lodging They
were very kind to me I'd never n
them before I m a stranger bers--

bouts "
Samson only nodded. If ths ei plana

tlon failed to satisfy btm. It at least
seemed to do so.

"I reckon ya'd better let me bolp
ys up on thet old mule, hs said
"hit's oa ter bs night"

With tbs mountaineer's aid, Lescott
clambered astride, the mount then hs
turned dubiously.

"I'm sorry to trouble yon," hs ven
tured, "but I havs a paint box and
some materials up them. If you'll
bring them down here, I'll show you
bow to park the easel, and, by tbs
way." hs snxtously added, "pie
to handle that fresh canvas carefully
by the edge It's not dry yet

He had anticipated impatient con-
tempt for his artist's Impedimenta,
but to his surprise the mountain boy
climbed ths rock and halted before
ths sketch with a face that slowly
softened to sn expression of amated
admiration. Finally he took up the
square of academy board with a ten-
der care of which bl rough bands
would have teemed Incapable and
stood stock still, presenting an anoma-
lous figure in hi rough clothes as his
eyes grew almost Idolatrous. Then
hs brought ths landscape over to Its
creator, and, though no word waa
spoken, there flashed between the eyes
of tbs artist, whose signature gavs to
a canvas tbs value of a precious stone,
and the Jeans-cla- d boy wboss destiny
wss that of tbs vendetta, a subtls,
wordless msssaga. It was lbs coun-
tersign of brothers ! n blood who rsc-ognl-ss

la ssch other the bond of a
mutual psasiun.

Ths boy and tbs girl, under Lesrott's
direction, pscked tbs outfit and stored
ths csevas la ths protecting top of lbs
box. Then, wblls Sally tarn and
strode down creek la search Ot Lss
coU's lost moan, ths ts msa rrds

Tamarack south.

often a rock an' got hurt I Towed
I'd fotch him borne ter stay ail tight "

The elderly man who had halld the
boy nodded, bat with an svtdnnt an-

noyance. It ern-- d that to him lbs
others defwrsd as to a own m ami lug
officer. Ths corteg r mown led and
rode slowly toward the boss. At last
tha elderly man cants alongside tbs
male and inquired:

"Samson, whsrs waa ys last Bight T"

'Thet's my basin
"Msbhs hit ain't" Tbs old mono-talnee- r

spofc with no reswatmsat bat
dssp gravity. W bo powsrfal
oaav erbout y. Hv ys hswrwd lb
new- -

"What wr Th boy put lbs
questbm nnnconimltully.

"Jess Furry wa shot tbla nvsra-tng-

The hojr vouchsafed ao reply.
"Th" rKil rider dons told bit . . .

Somebody shot flv sboct from ths
laurel. . . . turvy halal dld ytt
. . . Boms sy s bow bt folks
has sent tsr Lstlngtsa fee btnosY
hound."

Th boy's ys bga to smolder
hatefully.

"I reckon." ha spok slowly. hs
didn't gtt shot coo too son."

"Samson!" Ths old man's votc had
the ring of determined authority.
"When I dies ysll bs ths ba4 of tbs
Souths, but o locg I'm
this hyar fara'ly I kesps ray word tar
ftisnd an' fos allka I reckon Jsoss
Furvy knows who got yors pap, but
up till now no South hain't nsvvr
busted no trues.

Ths boy's voles dropped Its softness
and took oa a shrill crsscsado of

as bs flashed oat hi r4art
"Who said a South has dons bsslsd

ths truce tbts tiros?"
Old Splcer South gased ssarchtagty

at bla nephew.
(to nr. roTtxtKTM

Qyssrsst Danes In ths Wsrta.
Ths Godatari dancs of ths malar-em- ,

or drummers, of Malabar Is a vary
popular function when ths aattvs
farmers ars taking thslr ease attar ths
bard work of harvest Ths principal
character U a wsird Agar mppossa
to represent ths sacred cow ot ths
gods. Ksmschenu. A small boy car-

ries this about while the other
decked out In prtntltivs fash-

ion with painted bodl and hldeoas
masks, go through a weird dancs, ac-
companied by much drum beating sad
singing. Wherever it gnss tbs cow
Is supposed to shower blessings and
prosperity, snd so, ostensibly to plsasa
ths animal, bat In reality to satisfy
tbs dancers, presents of money, paddy
or rice ars given to ths performer.
This custom ha been tn sxUtsaea
from time Immemorial and Is Itksfy
to continue s long as agrlcaKurs s
dures among ths Hindus of Malabar,-Wl- ds

World Magaitna.

What Attrsctsd Him.
A mother took her four year old soa

to a restaurant ror his first tuachsoa
outside of th nursery at bosaa. Hs
behaved with perfect propriety, ad
watched ths eU borate ssrvlea with
ksen Interest. When th Bngsr bowls
wers placed oa ths table, hs BoUred
ths squars whits mint on ths plats
st ths slds nf ths bowl, and ac-
claimed; "Oh. mother, look at tbs
canning littls cakes of soap bs)
brought as!" Harper's Mf'-- i

TSa - -- .

corn. High up and beyond, ckiio to
the bald shoulders of sandstone which
threw themselves against the sky. was
the figure of a man. As the girl baited
at the foot of the field, at. laet. panting
from her exertions, ho was sitting on
the rail fence, looking absently down
on the outstretched panorama below
him.

Samson South was not, strictly
speaking, a man. His age was per-
haps twenty. He sat loose-Jointe- and
Indolent on the top rail of the fence,
his hands hanging over his knee, his
boe forgotten. Near by, propped
against the rails, rested a repeating
rifle, though the people would havs
told you that the truce In the "South-Hollma- n

war" had been unbroken for
two years, and that no clansman need
in these halcyon days go armed afield.

CHAPTER II.

Sally clambered lightly over the
fence and started on the last stag of
her Journey, the climb across tbs
young com rows. It was a field stood
on end, and the hoed ground was un-
even; but with no seeming of weari-
ness her red dress (lashed steadfastly
across the green spears, and her votes
was raised to shout: "Hello, Samson!"

The young man looked up and waved
a languid greeting. He did not removs
bis hat or descend from his place of
rest, and Sally, who expected no such
attention, came smilingly on. Samson
was her hero. Slow of utterance and
diffident with the stranger, word now
came fast and fluently as she told her
story of the man who lay hurt at the
foot of the rock.

"Hit hain't long now tell sundown,"
she urged. "Hurry, Samson, an git
yore mule. I've done give htm my
promise ter fotch ye right straight
back."

Samson took off his hat. and tossed
the heavy lock upward from his fore-
head. His brow wrinkled with doubts.

"What sort of lookln' feller air her
While Sally sketched a description,

the young man's doubt grew graver.
"This hain't no fit time ter be takln

In folks what ws hain't acquainted
with." he objected. In the mountains
any time Is the time to take In strang-
ers unless there are secrets to bs
guarded from outside eyes.

"Why halnt It?" demanded the girt
"He's hurt We kaln't leave him laytn'
thar. kin we?"

Suddenly her eyes caught sight of
the rifle leaning near by. and straight-
way they Oiled with apprehension.
Her militant love would have turned
to hats for Samson, should ha havs
proved recreant to ths mission of re-
prisal In which he was biding his tiros,
yet tbs coming of the day when ths
trace mast sad haunted bet thought.
8bs cams close, and her voles sank
with bar slaking heart

A Low Groan Mingled With His
Breathing.

ing hard the shy impulse to drop his
shoulders and flee Into the kind mask-
ing of the bushes, was in a measure
reassured.

"You must hev fell often the rock,"
she enlightened.

"I think I might have fallen Into
worse circumstances," replied the un-

known.
"1 reckon you kin set up after a

little."
"Yes. of course." The man suddenly

realized that although he was quite
comfortable as he was be could
scarcely expect to remain permanently
In the support of her bent arm. Hs
attempted to prop himself on his hurt
hand and relaxed with a twinge of ex-

treme pain. The color, which had be
gun to creep back Into his cheeks, left
them again, and bis lips compressed
themselves tightly to bite oil an ex- -

rtamatlon of suffering.
"Thet air left arm air busted." an

nounced the young woman, quietly.
Ye ve got ter be heedful

Had one of her own men hart him
self and behaved stoically It would
have been mere matter of coarse; bat
her eyes mirrored a pleased sarpriss
at the stranger's good-nature- nod and
his quiet refusal to giro expression
to pain. It relieved br of the necss
slty for contempt.

"I'm afraid.' apologised the painter.
"that I'vs been a great deal of trouble
to you."


